



Gh. i ofight on Edwards panic for thccrovmc, 

And for his mccdc (poore Lo.jhe is raewed vp : 

I would to God my heart were flint like Edwards, 

Or Edwards foft and pitifuli like mine, 

I am too chiltlifh, fbolifh fbi this world. 

Q »♦ Mar -Hie thee to hell for fhame ; and leaue the world 
T1 k?u Cncodemon,rhere thy kingdomeis. 

Ri. My Lo, of Glocefter inthofe bufie dayes. 

Which here you vrge to proue vs enemies. 

We followed then oar Lo.ouvlawfull king, 

So /liould we you, if) ou fhouldbe our king. 

Gh< If I lhonld be? l had rather bea pedlcr, 

Farre beat from my heart the t bought ofit, 

Q«- As little ioy (myiLord) as you fuppofo 
Y ou (hould inioy,were you .this countries' king, 

, As little ioy may you fuppofein me, 

That I emoy being t lie Cguecne thereof. 

f Ala, A little ioy cnioyes the Queene thereof^ 

For I am Hie', and altogither ioylefle, 

I can no longer hold me patient.. 

H eare me you wrangling Py rats itftat fal! our, 

In (Taring out- that which you haue pild from me • 

Which of you trembles not that lookeson me ? 

If nor, that T being Queene, you bow like fubiefls, 

Yet that by you depolde,you cjuake like rebels : 

O gentle villainc clo not turne awae. 

Glo 4 Foule u rincklcd wifchy.vhat makft thou in my fight 
Qji/ ct. But repetition of what tiiou haft nurd, 

That will Imakeibdore I let thee go: 

A husband, and a fo.nne thou oweft to me. 

And thoua kingclome,a;l ofyouallegcance : 

The fbrrovv that I haue by right is yours, 

And all the p’cafures you vfurpe are mine. 

Glo . The curfi* my noble father laid on thee, 

When thou dL’ft crownc Iris warlike browes with paper, 
And with thy fcorne dre wft riuers from his eies, 

Anc! then to drie themjgau’ft the Duke a clou", 

Steep.tin the faultlcfle bioud of prettic Rutland : 
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His curfes then from bitternefle of foule, 

Denounft againft thee, are ail fallen vpon i thee, 

And God,not we.hath plagcfe thy bloudy deede. 

O So iuft is God to right the innocent. 

O twas the fouleft deede to flay that babe. 

Ami the moil mercilcfle that euet was heard of. 

Rm. Tyrants themlelues wept when it was reported* 
Dorf. No man but prophecied reuenge for it. 

Buck, Northunberland then prefent,wept to fee it. 

Q£, M, What?werc you fnariing all before I came, 

Readie to catch each other by thethroat, 

And turne you now your hatred all on me ? 

Did Yotkcs dread curfe preuaile lo much with heuen ; 

That Henries death, my fouely Ed .vards death, 

Their Kingdoms lofle., my wofall bamfhment. 

Could all but anfwere for that peeuifh brat? 

Can curfes pierce the clouds ,and enter heauen? 

Why then gateway dull cloudes to my quicke curfes; 

If not by warre.by furlet die your King, 

As ours by murder, tomakehimaKing. 

Edward thy fonne,which now is Prince of Wales, 

For Edward myfonne.which wasPrince of Wales, 

Die in his youth, by iike vntimely violence, 

Thy felfe a Queene, for me that vvas a Queene, 

Outliue thy globe, I ke my wretched felfe: 

Long maifl thou line to waile thy childrens lofle. 

And fee another, as I fee thee now, 

Decktinthy glorie,as thou art ft aid in mine: 

Long die thy happic daies before thy death, 

And after many lengthened hour es of greefe. 

Die neither mother, yvife, nor Englands Queene* 

Riuepand Dot fet, you Were Handers by, 

AnSfo waft thou Lo : Haftings, when my fonne 
Wasftabd with bloudie daggers,GodIpray him, 

That none of you may Hue your mturallage; 

But by fome vnlookt accident cut off, 

Glo, Haue done thy charmc thou lutefullwitheredha3» 
P. Ai, And leaue o ut the ftay dog, for thou Ih alt hear me 
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